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SYLVIA: [U/r/3 a smile^ It is.

[He draws her to him and kisses her.   She wry nearly
breaks do:rt:*

SYLVIA: I've wanted you for so long, John, so dreadfully

long.

JOHN: For goodness5 sake don't cry,
SYLVIA: [BreaJ&Kg away from b:m> ivitb a chxkle^ You brute,

John! I hate you.

MRS. WHARTON: Did you like the Vicar, John?

JOHN: He seemed all right.

COLONEL WHARTON: He's a first-rate fellow. He had a very
good living in London at one time., and he resigned and
took one in the East End instead.

JOHX: E.eally?

COLCKF.L WHARTON: He said he wasn't ordained to drink
China tea with elderly women of means. \\\'?fb a
cL'/skle.} He says very good things sometimes.

MRS. WHARTON: They were perfectly wonderful in the East
End. They wanted to live in exactly the same way as
their parishioners, so they did without a servant, and did
all their housework, even their washing, themselves.

JOHN: It sounds hateful, but of course it really was heroic.

MRS. WHARTON: D'you remember what he said to you about
Holy Communion? Your father and I were a little
disappointed that you didn't stay for it yesterday.

JOHN: Pro. sorry for that, mother dear.

MRS. WHARTON: It would have been such a great pleasure
to both of us if we could all three have received it
together.

JOHN: Dear mother. ... If you're really going home to
luncheon, Sylvia, 1*11 walk back with you-

MRS. WHARTON: The Vicar has a Communion service on
Wednesday morning. Would you come then? It'll be
the last opportunity before your marriage.